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BRIGHT TOO SOON... 


TAC is always interested to 
discover famous or not-so-famous 
people named after Scottish hills 
(see the lists of boxers, foot- 
ballers, etc in previous issues). 
Hence ears pricked up when the 
starting line-up for a heat of the 
men’s 800m in the recent World 
Athletics Championships included 
an Italian called Benvenuti. Sad 
to say, it proved something of a 
Loch Ard luck story, as he pulled 
up with a torn Achilles after only 
300m - but at least this won’t get 
him banned as did the recent drug- 
taking activities of his near- 
neighbour Loch Katrina Krabbe. 


Less famous (to us at least), but 
with an equally interesting name, 
is Steve Eglen - recent TAC sub- 
scriber and co-sub-editor of the 
Munro Pineapple Society’s First 
Annual Journal. (For MPS info, see 
pp6-7 of this issue and letters 
pages passim.) His name will be of 
immediate interest to the more 
computer-literate out there, who 
will doubtless have encoutered the 
electronic mailing system email. 
Now, it seems Steve wants to take 
this a stage further, and is given 
to visiting his glens from the 
comfort of a VDU chair. How much 
longer, we ask, before someone 
comes up with ebagging and 
ebothying? It would certainly goa 
long way toward solving the ero- 
sion/litter problems on real, non- 
digitised hills. 


Munrology. As part of our occa- 
sional series on the mystical 
appearance of the number 914 in 
appropriate places, has anyone 
else noticed that if you go to your 
local library (should such a place 
still exist in these privatised 
times), any book on hillclimbing 
is liable to have deweydecimaled 
onto its spine the number... Yes, 
you‘ve guessed it. Weird 


For all the banter, it's not often 
we feel compelled to pass comment 
on specific items in the glossy 
hillwalking magazines. But the 
October issue of The Great Out- 
doors contains an article onChris 
Nicholls, the poor soul who spent 
five nights last winter stranded 
on Slioch before crawling down to 
have all ten of his frostbitten 
toes amputated. As subject matter, 
this is fair enough in itself - but 
surely more than a few people will 
have baulked at one of accompany- 
ing pictures. No, not the grim one 
showing Chris's blackened toes, 
but the crassly exploitative one 
showing him sitting up in his 
hospital bed reading, surprise 
surprise, TGO. Come on McNeish & 
Co., get a grip. Filling your 
magazine with genuine adverts is 
one thing, but using the misfor- 
tunes of others for commercial 
pointscoring...? Should TAC ever 
descend to such cheap tabloidery, 
please feel free to bombard us with 
sackloads of abuse. 


Financial Report 


Anyone who has retired from the tedious business of going up hills only to have to come down them again might 
imagine that the Scottish hills are a haven of calm and tranquility. But recent Ordnance Survey maps show that 
competition is fierce in certain areas, with the process of orogenesis outpacing the forces of erosion. There have 
been some significant gains and losses since the accounts were last published in 1984. Here is an exclusive 
preview of some of the updates you can expect to find in the next edition of Shug’s Furniture: 


Beinn a’Bhuird up 1 to 1197 
Binnein Mor up 2 to 1130 

Creag Meagaidh down 2 to 1128 
Stob Ghabhar up 3 to 1090 

Beinn Heasgarnich up 2 to 1078 
Liathach up 1 to 1055 

Meall nan Tarmachan up 1 to 1044 
Beinn an Dotaidh up 2 to 1004 
Aonach Mheadhoin down 2 to 1001 
Beinn Alligin up 1 to 986 

Sgorr Ruadh up 2 to 962 

Binnein Beag up 3 to 943 


On the joint stocks index, Slioch Trig Point weakened against the North Top, which edged one point ahead on 
981, but The Saddle Trig Point held firm against its close rival on 1010. Beinn Eighe is bidding to join this group, 
with Spidean Coire nan Clach racing up from 972 to 993, closing fast on Ruadh Stac Mor which remains solid, 
also on 1010. 

There have been wholesale changes in the Donalds market, but no-one worth speaking of is interested in these 
so we won't bother going on about them here. (Excuse me...! - Donaphile Ed.) ; 

The scramble to escape relegation at the foot of the Premier League is hotting up, with several stragglers picking 
up useful points. Meall na Teanga is up from 917 to 918, while Beinn a’Chlaidheimh has climbed to 916 points, 
leaving Beinn Teallach anchored to the foot of the table on 915 and in danger of a quick return to the lower flight. 
Supporters of Sgiath Chuil are alarmed by its sudden plunge into the danger area, dropping from 935 to 921 after 
being fined 14 points for bribing a cartographer. 

The top of the first division sees several outfits jostling for promotion. Long-time leader Beinn Dearg has been 
joined on 914 points by Foinaven, but the chasing pack are starting to gain ground. Meall Buidhe of Glen Lyon 
is up from 907 to 910, joining Beinn Dearg Mor on that mark. Right on their heels is Leum Uilleim, up from 906 
to 909. Unfancied Ben Tee recently picked up three very useful points to reach 904, overtaking Beinn Damh which 
gained one to move from 902 to 903. Both would have a good chance of making the play-offs, except that they 
don’t have them in Scotland. At the bottom of the table Beinn Talaidh dropped two points from 763 to 761, and 
now seems certain to slip into the Graham-Marilyn Poxhill Conference. 

In England, the top of the table continues to drawvery large crowds, but a series of 0-0 draws has left the leading 
positions unchanged, while the big three in Wales are still undecided over whether to continue competing with 
top English attractions or set up their own table. 

In New Zealand, a landslide in the form of Mount Cook has left it under close threat from the challenge of Mount 
Tasman, and it has lost its coveted total of 12345 feet. In the Grandmaster class, Chomolungma-goddess- 
mother-of-the-universe has finally shaken off the challenge from young Pakistani champion Kaitu and emerged 
as world champion for a record 131st year. 

Further updates are expected after the next ice age in about 600 million years time, or whenever the SMC do 
something constructive, whichever happens first. 


Alan Blanco 
(of the Glasgow School of Boys and Numbers) 


Ed. - Eager as ever to put in a good word for the much maligned Borders, the biggest recent collapse has seen 
Black Meldon, near Peebles, plunge from 468 to 407 - an astonishing 13% of its total value - whilst near neighbour 
White Meldon remained solid on 427. In recent years, only St Mirren and the architecture of Sir Basil Spence 
have had comparably disastrous records. 


TAC SCIENCE SUPPLEMENT 


The Great Sea Level Mystery (TAC12, p16) may not be unique. It got me thinking of another problem case on 
the alas munroless but amply corbetted Isle of Arran. Many the times I’ve wandered up Glen Sannox and Goat 
Fell thinking all was well with nature (apart from the midges and the mist). Only recently did | notice that there 
is something not quite right with the watercourses... The “Electric” River lorsa runs uphill and down again. This 
is disconcertingly now-Newtonian behaviour. 

On OS Sheet 69 the lorsa Water can be traced from its sea outflow at 884369 to its source at 936504 - also on 
the sea at Loch Ranza! A total drop of 0.000m! Itis all normal gravity flow for the part coming down Glen lorsa 
from Lochna Davie at 950456, butit doesn’t startthere. The ribbon of blueis unbroken: Loch na Davieis fed from 
Loch Ranza351m below! 

Ah! but the unlearned might say, it’s simply a loch with two exits. Have you ever seen a loch with two exits? A 
dozen entries, yes, but two exits without a single entry? Scientifically speaking two might exist for a short while, 
but if the “extreme of potential is maximum, however, the equilibrium is unstable” - Encyclopaedia Britannica. 
(Surely Albionnica? - Ed.) The experimentalists among the readers can prove this at home with a ring of flour 
and a pint of milk. Like any good researcher you could fake the results with a concrete loch, but who would want 
to do that? | don’t think even the SERC would give agrant for it. In any case Loch na Davie hasn't changed since 
the last ice age or Noah, whichever came first. In fact “loch” is a misnomer - it’s more of a puddle. 

Site examination of the Ranza Water at Puddle na Davie shows it running downhill into the sea, but as this is 
obviously contradicting the encyclopaedia it must just be an illusion as baffling as the Electric Brae in Ayrshire. 
Electricity has nothing to do with why the said brae seems to go up whenit’s actually going down or vice-versa, 
but we might as well dub the lorsa Water the same. 

The Ben Cruachan pump storage scheme really has an electric-powered river running up the mountain, but that 
is Hydro and doesn’t count. | ask, is the lorsa Water unique in Alba? During the great search for White Holes 
(which has even crossed into the Land of the Three Figure OS Sheet No.), did anyone note another “Electric” 
river? (The Crinan Canal doesn’t count either.) 


Dr Donald Faulds 


Ed. - There are very few Things in Life on which your Ed. is expert (Don Bradman’s career, the differing varieties 
of sardines, sild, skippers etc; how to hit a looping topspin forehand into the far corner of a tabletennis table), 
but two-way lochs is in fact a bit like home territory. 

Take a copy of OS Sheet 34. Open out the bottom half. There, inthe strath looping round the W side of the Sron 
a’Choire Ghairbh massif, a couple of k south of where it says Glengarry Forest in big letters, is Lochan Fhudair. 
And yes, you've guessed tt... 

This ofcourse leads to severalthoughts. Firstly, whereas the nearby Caledonian Canalis, like Crinan, an artificial 
chopping-in-two of Scotland, this one is entirely natural. Quite why Telford didn’t think of channelling all the 
cabincruisers through here isn't clear. Hence mainland Scotland actually stops just N ofthe GG, with Knoydart, 
Kintail etc constituting anisland. Perhaps TAC readers couldtryto discover/inventthe name of saidisland. (Note 
also that according to Dr Faulds' observations, Arran is in fact a pair of complementary islands, Big and Wee, 
a bit like the Cumbraes.) 

There may of course be similar instances all over the country - such that Scotland is really an archipelago - but 
only one other is known, and that temporary. On Sheet 72, the wide, flat strath linking Biggar with Broughton, 
Clyde with Tweed, looks very Electric at first glance. Empirical research however reveals the existence of dug 
drainage ditches, which are effectively mini-canals. But when it pisses like mad, this strath has been known to 
flood, linking the two majorriversystems andthus creating yet another island. Anyone else know anything else...? 


The adjacent cutting comes from 7he Grauniad, 27/8/93. It 
would appear that for all their woolly-hatted, woolly-minded 
liberalisation, the paper's readership know something we 
don't. While we've been floundering about, searching in 
vain for the perfect White Square on every OS map in 
Creation, their boring whereabouts have been glaringly 
obvious all along, staring us in the face if only we had eyes 
to see. Quite why the squares have been miniaturised from 
1k to 1m (there can be no "perhaps" about it) remains 
unclear - as does the worrying involvement of the police. 
But some diligent TAC reader will surely now locate one of 
these squares north of the Border - maybe on the M8, M9, 
or even the new M74, whereupon the mystery will be solved 
and we can all sleep easy in our beds once again. Danke 
schén Dr Vanke! 
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Professor Perkin Warbeck writes... 


Much though I applaud Settler and Sinn’s geometric rigour (TAC14, p13), [beg to dispute their definition of munroness - the 
volume integral of the hill’s surface. Clearly we are at a crucial time in this whole debate and munroness once defined will 
be hard to change. Itis thus imperative that the definition encapsulates all that one would look for in a Munro. Clearly Settler 
and Sinn’s definition would givean extensive lumpen plateau of 3100 feet more weightthan an airy curving spire of 3800 feet 
or acastellated pinnacled ridge bobbing up and down about the 3000 foot contour. This is unsatisfactory. 

I propose at his time to define the Coefficient of Agginess. Clearly from the name, the paradigm case is the Aggy Ridge. A 
definition of agginess would berequired to give the Eponymous Ridge ahigh score compared with, say, Kinder Scoutin the 
so-called "Peak District". Turning to the differential calculus, I found that the first derivative of the hill’s profile gives an 
indication of agginess. Fig 1(a) shows the profile of the summit of Kinder and Fig 1(b) shows the first derivative of the profile. 


Fig es 


n metres (a) Aggy Ridge 


(®) dy b) AY 1 l ) 
dx 


( 


Ihave used the Leibniz notation and shall brook no debate over the new fangled f- dash notation. Fig 2(a) shows the portion 
of the Aggy Ridge 100 m on either side of the Chancellor and 2(b) its first derivative. The scale in the figures only refers to 
the top part, the derivative being dimensionless. 

Clearly agginess is reflected in the spikes in the first derivative - both positive and negative. Ironically, Kinder Scout gets most 
ofits agginess from the trig point, but we shall leave that be for the moment. I therefore suggest that the Coefficient of Agginess 
(A) be defined as the sum of the absolute value of each individual spike in the first derivative. Like the derivative it is 
dimensionless. The figures show across-section through the ridge in one direction. In practice thirty-six 10° radial samples 
would be used with a sampling grid of five metres. Any feature smaller - eg atrig point - does notrepresent true agginess. This 
yields the new equation for x-coordinate of the Munro Centre: 


277 
x = >: Ax, 
i=1 


and similarly for y. The TAC ‘‘Deep Agg’’ supercomputer has duly crunched its way through all the OS maps, derived A for 
all the Munros and plugged them into the summation. The coordinates of the Munro Centre, strangely, appear to be within 100m 
of the summit of Beinn an Lochain. This is within the experimental error caused by our sampling approximations (+110m). 
Wecan only conclude therefore that contrary to HM the Broon’s recent pontifications, Beinn an Lochain is indeed a Munro 
and must immediately bere-accorded status. Which of course means that it should be plugged into the summation. When that 
is done, the new Munro Centre is found to be the South Peak of the Cobbler. A conundrum then presents itself: (i) The south 
Peakis noteven the summit of ahill; (ii) Its heightis too far below 3000 feet to be an error of measurement. We await suggestions 
as to the meaning of all this. All we know is that there are now 279 Munros, with Beinn an Lochain and the South Peak of the 
Cobbler as the two new ones. As for the Summit of the Cobbler, itnow has the most curious status of allhills - as befits its high 
Coefficient of Agginess. 


which brings us neatly onto... 


A Grand Unified Scottish HillTheory 


Many attempts have been made in recent TACs to analytically measure the position of the Scottish Munro Centre 
and, more importantly, the position of “the Lost Munro” - assuming, forthe moment, that one exists. Meanwhile, 
the search for the most Boring Square continues using acrude exhaustive search methodology which could no 
doubt swallow up the lives of many a valuable research scientist. 

In TAC13, Prof David Summers writes that “Munroness is adynamic spatial system’. Inthis he is of course correct 
although he fails to quite grasp the nature of the moments analysis - Loch Uisg is in fact the maximum distance 
away from the SMC for a 3000ft mountain. It is also extremely unlikely that any of CalMac’s ferries could have 
become so lost as to allow New Hampshire to be mistaken for one of the Outer Hebrides on Sir Hugh’s epic trip. 
Settler and Rennie (TAC14) suggest that munroness is somehow related to mass. Not so. In the theoretical 
extreme, we may conceive a Munro of infinitesimal thickness, and therefore effectively zero mass, that may still 
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rise to the height of 3000ft - imagine a 3000ft long needle. This clearly provides a solid counter-example to the 
validity of their model. (But you'll have to share your Nobel with Prof Warbeck above - Ed.) 

The essential point missed up to now is that mountains have existed since the dawn of time, well longer than we 
remember anyway, whilst Munros are essentially a human creation - or rather a labelling, open to interpretation 
and possible variation: witness the 1984 revision. This still leaves the central question unsolved: how indeed are 
we to measure munroness? Since height appears in the definition of a Munro we must surely include it in the final 
formula. However, we mustalso include another term which we shall now describe. 

Following Descartes' ideas on the physical and spiritual aspects of nature, we define physical and spiritual 
munroness. Physicalmunroness refers to the height, oras we prefer, the Normalised Relative Reascent (NRR). 
Spiritual munroness is somewhat more complicated. We measure it not only in terms of the number of people who 
have climbed each Munro over a set period, ie its popularity, but also in terms of the Munro-aestheticism of each 
particular person. This is also then normalised to produce the Normalised Ascentionist Aestheticism (NAA); the true 
measure takes account of all sentient life forms that climb the Munro, eg sheep, midges etc. This accounts forthe 
dynamism, dare we say “chaotic”, nature of the whole system. 

We must now turn our attention to the Scottish Munro Centre (SMC). Since this has always refered to a static 
position and may now cause confusion in the new model, we define the Munro Pivot of Scotland (MPS) to be its 
dynamic equivalent. 

Unfortunately, another grave mistake has been made by our fellow researchers. Ithas been suggested that the 
MPS is currently situated on a cairn justto the north of Beinn a’Chaorainn. This was derived using the argument 
thatthe cairn was quite close to where the SMC was calculated to be and that it can haveno otherpurpose. Since 
the previous method has been shown to be wrong and since cairns can quite often exist for no particular reason, 
we may discountthis claim. 

Abrief examination of the Murdo Munro World Tour T-shirt (now a collector's item! - Ed.) shows Murdo visiting 
the Nevisport Bin Shelters on the 29th February 1992. This can trivially be seen to be the historical position of the 
MPS. Let us argue by contradiction. Why would Murdo, in all his omnisclence and politically-correct wisdom, visit 
sucha site, representative of commercialism and unrecyclable waste, unless of course ithad such historic status? 
There is no other possible explanation! This is also backed up by local Chemical Analyses and recent advances 
in Chaos Theory. This may even explain the very positioning of Fort Bill itself! We may now reformulate the familiar 
equation: 


rw 
MPS=){ pees X Munro position } + rr 


MUNROS 


where the error term may include a possible “Lost Munro”! 

Before we evaluate this, we must include other threads of research. Firstly, White Holes. Dr Alan Bowring-Square 
suggests (TAC 14) that these may start to be caused by erosion because of high numbers of people swarming 
around the Highlands in the future. Think along the lines of a tourist for a second. Why climb a Munro when you 
could visit the more prodigious MPS instead. Thus, any who may have been considering climbingsomething will 
instead make the pilgrimage to visit the MPS, hence the creation of a White Hole on the eastern shores of Loch 
Linnhe. While all this is going on, all the climbers/walkers, desirous of a bit of peace and quiet, will move away 
from this area, by definition causing the MPS to follow them. We consider it likely though not absolutely proven 
that the MPS will follow Murdo’s Tour round the Highlands. 

The Electric Lochs, as described in TAC 12, may simply be explained as apotential difference in munronessas you 
go away fromthe MPS; and as to whether Scotland would be bigger than Albion’s Plain if flattened - ask yourself 
if you really want to know the answer to that one! 

Back to the issue at hand, the above equation was fed into the very latest of artificial intelligence machines built 
for this very purpose. The results are quite enlightening. The good news is that the Lost Munro has not been 
destroyed, it is in fact the relatively relative bulge at the bottom of our unit's back garden. Although not 3000ft, 
the analysis clearly shows that it mustbe a Munro anyway, since applying Dawson's Relative Uncertainty Principle, 
the model maintains its validity. If anyone wouldlike to visitthe Lost Munro, tickets are now being soldat £5 each, 
profits to the Jack Wills Fund for people in Bishopton called Brian to have their heads examined. Also available 
now: MPS T-shirts, journals etc. (No ads please: this is TAC, not TGO - Ed.) 

We hope this lays to rest the mystery of the Scottish Highlands once and for all. Can we have some articles on 
something else now please? 


Dr Rupert Weare and Dr Fumble Bum 
Munro Pineapple Society Research Unit 
Nottinghalbion 


WALKING TYPES: 
No.8 
The Spotty Youths 


It’s your first time out in the snow this winter, and 

after a thousand feet of kick-step-kick-step-place- 

axe, the fronts of your thighs want to go home for 

a nice warm bath. The left crampon has been 

feeling a bit loose for a while, and you are acutely 

aware of the big boulders down at the base of the 

hill. If you come unstuck you’ll have, oh, at least 

ten seconds in which to remember what to do with 

the ice-axe before you’re down there doing an 

impression of the ball in a pin-ball machine. 

Time to sit down and fiddle with the straps. You 

look down at the snow, then glance up the slope, 

and a pair of twelve-point crampons are suddenly 

approaching your face very fast indeed. You jump 

backwards, lose your footing, and remember what 

to do with the ice-axe remarkably quickly. The 

owner of the crampons whooshes past you shout- 

ing ‘‘Oops!’’, and stops about fifty feet further 

down the slope. You find that you are suddenly 

very, very angry. This is aggravated by a chorus 

of oafish laughter from further uphill. You’re 

buggered if you'll traipse downhill to shout at 

your recent attacker, so you march uphill to shout at his mates instead. 

They’re all somewhere between fourteen and sixteen, clad in a bizarre selection of new birthday-present gear and Dad’s 
old kit. Two pairs of crampons and three ice-axes between four. They’re laughing with that complete abandon you just 
don’t get after your twentieth birthday - weeping and choking and falling over in the snow. It’s impossible to shout 
at them effectively, so you don’t bother. 

They’ve come here to practise self-arresting with their axes: a thousand feet up steep, icy snow with a run-off into a 
boulder field. 

Had they considered somewhere, ah, safer, at all? 

Safer? They’re not sure what you mean. 

Their idiot friend rejoins them. He has no ice axe. Oh, no, that wasn’t self-arresting, that was a Falling Angel. You lie 
on your back on the snow with your rucksack on back-to-front and your arms out to the sides. Brake with your elbows 
and heels. It’s fun. 

There’s nothing to say, really. Just pray, wait for them to get older, and keep out of their fall line until then. 


GRANT HUTCHISON 


The Wild Stalker CHORUS 
(to the tune of “The Wild Rover”) 


One day! shotdeerina fine Highlandglen 
|washaving an excellenttimeuntil when... 

Agroup ofhillwalkers didwalk upthe track 
Soltoldthem: “**** offanddon’tevercome back!” 


I've been adeerstalkerfor many a year 
And|'vespentall mymoney onslaughtering deer 
Butnow!l’m returning with blood on my hands 
And until nextdeer season !’ll make other plans 

CHORUS 
CHORUS: 


And it’s no nay never 

No nay never no more 

Will | have a clear conscience 
No never no more 


|wenttoa bothy! used to frequent 

Butitwas full of walkers, away was sent 
Idon’tlike to be made to look like a clown 
Sol broughta bulldozer andshutthe hutdown 


|haveto admitllikeslaughtering deer 
AndIneverwouldmiss the grouse season, nofear 
There’sjustone thing! would rather dowithout fail 
Buttoshootathillwalkers meanslong yearsin jail! 


REPEAT CHORUS 


Graham R Pearson 


The Bothygate Conspiracy 
by ace investigative reporter, ''Prospect'' 


One of the most perplexing mysteries of bothy life is the purpose of all those old tin cans forever to be found in the fireplace. 
Once the pride of Willie Low’ s baked bean display, they now lie forgotten in the grate, slightly charred, half buried in ash and 
stuffed with used teabags. No bothy is complete without its collection, and no-one ever accepts the blame for leaving them 
there. 

For many years it was widely assumed that tin cans, when taken into the hills, become affected by a peculiar law of physics, 
sometimes known as MacFaddock’s Second Law. This stipulates that any lightweight metal container, once emptied of its 
contents, increases in size and weight directly in proportion to its distance from properrefuse facilities. Consequently itbecomes 
too heavy to carry and must, perforce, be left behind in the bothy. 

However, Ihaverecently uncovered evidence which suggests an even more bizarre explanation. HowIcameacross this is itself 
somewhat unlikely: I was spending the day in the city of London and, toclear from my throat some of the thick dust and grime 
endemic in that metropolis, decided at lunchtime to visita nearby hostelry. I ordered a pint of ‘‘best’’ and was aboutto sitdown 
at a table when I noticed a strange man wearing a raincoat, trilby hat and dark glasses looking my way. He approached me. 
““Psssst’’, he said, an inch from my ear-hole. 

“‘What?’’ Ireplied. 

““Psssst’’, herepeated. 

Strange language these foreigners speak I thought. 

“Do you work for anewspaper?”’ the stranger added, and], 
by some quirk of chance, replied that I did (even though I 
don’t). 

““D’ yer wanna buy the latest tape?”’ 

““Oh, the new Runrig album? No!’ vealready gotit.’’ 
“‘No,no’’ he went on, with someurgency, ‘‘Charles and Di’’. 
I hadn’t heard ofa band called Charles and Di, but thought 
“in forapenny, in forapound’’, anddecidedit wouldn’ thurt 
to listen to them. 

“‘Okay’’ Ireplied, ‘“How much?’’ 

““Whatuvyer got?”’ 

“Er’’, lemptied my pockets, ‘‘three pounds, ten pence. Oh, 
and five Spanish pesetas.”’ 

“*That’lldo", hesaid, grabbing the money and thrusting the 
tape into my hand. BeforeI could thank him he’d vanished 
into the crowd. I looked with some disappointment at the 
obviously amateur production - ‘Charles and Di -MIS’’ it 
was called. Strange name for an album I thought as I putit 
in my pocket and ordered another pint. 


It was only later that I realised things were not as they seemed. Where, for instance, had those five pesetas come from? I’ ve 
never been anywhere near Spain. And why did I order another pint immediately after my conversation with the stranger, when 
I’dnothad achance to drink the one I bought beforehand? 

Idecided t: listen to the tape. To my surprise, instead of anew up and coming rock band, allit consisted of was boring conversation. 
The first track, entitled ‘‘Bedroomat Balmoral’, I quickly skipped, butthe second one, ‘‘Secret Lab, somewherein Scotland”’, 
caught my ear when I heard the word ‘‘bothy’’ mentioned. I listened more closely: 

‘*.works best in a bothy, although we have started getting better results here too, now we know the secret.”’ 

“‘Oh please Prof, please show me!”’ 

“Well, your Royal Highness, Ishouldn’treally, butif you insist...”’ 

“Ooooh, it’s not very big!”’ 

“‘Sizeisn’teverything, you know.”’ 

“Huh! That’s what Charles says, but hisis...”’ 

“*Yes, your Highness, but let’s not discuss that here. Someone might be listening. Now watch carefully.”’ 

There was amoment’s silence followed by aloud whoosh. 

“*So there you are, quite simple really.”’ 

“*And do you think it would work for me? I mean, if I used just a tinnsy, winnsy little bit, perhaps at my Ma-in-Law’s place 
in Windsor?’’ 

“*Well maybe your Royal Highness, but do becareful. Wedon’t wantall those art treasures in the Royal Chapel getting burnt, 
do we?’’ 

“‘Oh thanks Prof, you’re areal dear!”’ 

I noted with interest that the track was dated October 1992, just a few days before the fire at Windsor Castle. 

My curiosity had now been aroused, and, picking up afew clues from the tape I began an intense period of investigation. My 
initial discoveries were quite astounding, revealing a vast underground network dedicated to the movement of strange speaking, 
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pinstripe be-suited people, from one part of the metropolis to another. And then back again. But after a while I grew bored with 
studying the London Underground and so turned to the more intriguing matter of the mysterious ‘‘Bothygate Tape’. 
Gradually the pieces came together. luncovered aconspiracy of university students scattered around the whole of Britain, who 
called themselves the Association of Pyro-metalurgy Experimentalists (APE). The APEs are dedicated to the study of tincan 
combustibility and the search for the “Heinz 57’’, a mysterious device which they claim will enable them to ignite fires at 
any time, in any place and under any conditions using only an empty baked bean tin. However the mostreputable scientists 
dispute such crazy ideas and call them anarchistic morons, refusing them permission to conduct their experiments within 
recognised scientific surroundings. Consequently the APEs have taken to wandering thehills of Scotland, using lonely bothies 
in lieu of laboratories (and, coincidentally, in lieu of lavatories too). 

For many years they met with little success, but left the remnants of their experiments behind in each bothy - as asign to other 
APEs of their efforts and their failure. Then, on Midsummer’s Eve last year, a large party using a hut at Coirebraugh finally 
discovered - completely by accident as ithappens - the secret formula. And in theresulting conflagration the bothy burnt down. 
It was in the aftermath of this that more controlled experiments were finally conducted, in the secret dungeons of Locheil 
Outward Bound - probably where the tape I had been handed was recorded. However final success could only bemeasured within 
the confines of abothy. In March of this year a second bothy burnt down in mysterious circumstances. 

The conclusion to bothy lovers is obvious. The APEs are getting out of control. Like the archetypal mad professor they are no 
longer interested in the consequences of their experiments, merely in getting results. Already two bothies (three if you count 
Windsor Castle) have been destroyed, they must be stopped before any more are lost. 

The authorities deny that they exist. And they also deny that APEs exist (try telling the local police that you’ ve just seen three 
big APEs with rucksacks walking up Glen Nevis and you’! know what!’ 1] mean). However, I was talking to PC McTaggart 
of the Lochaber and Glendrearie CID down at the Clachaig last week. He told me that if you encounter anyone acting suspiciously 
in abothy - defecating in the backroom, dumping empty cans in the fireplace etc - then you have his full permission to punch 
them in the face. You can also help by removing all tin cans and otherrubbish fromevery bothy you visit. This will leave APEs 
with less fuel and hopefully prevent them fromigniting too largea fire. Finally, never reveal the location of any bothy to anyone 
else -even your closest friend. APEs are masters of disguise: the dedicated munroist who casually asks if you know of any good 
dosses near the Fannichs may be genuine, or he may be an undercover APE. (Coincidentally the Nest also burnt down afew 
years back - possibly as theresult of an earlier, unrecorded APE experiment.) Eventually existing APEs willleave university 
and take on respectable jobs - as dustmen orroad-sweepers - and their replacements will, if secrecy prevails, find itincreasingly 
harder to discover the location of bothies in which to experiment. 

Together we can end the scourge of the APEs! 


PS - As for therest of the tape, it consisted mostly of two people, calling each other ‘‘Chas’’ and ‘‘Milly’’, grunting and groaning 
a lot. I threw it in the bin. 
PPS - But I never did find out where those five Spanish pesetas came from... 


SKI THE HAUTE ROUTE WEARING 
HAUTE COUTURE... A TAC T-SHIRT 


Keep out those early winter chills with a medium, large or extralarge Nyaff Nyaff shirt. Hi- 
quality Hanes material - with Murdo Munro in high fashion red-and-black. Fits nicely under 
acagoule. Available direct from House 48, 170 Sandiefield Road, Glasgow G5 ODL, £10 
including p&p. Allow 28 days for delivery before you start your moaning. 


————_-' 


SUBSCRIBE TO THE ANGRY CORRIE 


Still only £6 for 6 hot-off-the-press copies. Address as above. Or even... 


£12.50 = SHIRT + SUBBIE, POST-FREE! 


...and coming very soon, the first publication by The TACit Press: Grant Hutchison's words 
and Chris Tyler's pics combined in MUNROS FABLES: the ideal Christmas present. Price 
£5.99 (£6.50 inc. p&p). Presently in production, should be available mid-November. Advance 
orders welcomed. 
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...and they call it democracy 


Thanks to all who have taken part - either physically or in terms of moral support - in the recent Minigaig saga. At the time of writing, at least ten 
folk are known to have made the 28-mile crossing from Atholl to Speyside or vice-versa, and doubtless more have yet to let us know. No reported 
problems re harassment, although during your editor’s own crossing, a ‘‘Private - Keep out’’ sign was noted ona gate some distance S of Bruar Lodge. 
Whereas signs at the Lodge itselfhelpfully redirected walkers around the house, this one offered no such alternative and led to confusion. Lying smack 
on the right-of-way, an alternative route should be on offer, and we intend informing the council of this infringement. Otherwise, all seemed well 
- one pair of walkers reported a party of stalkers waving at them! Most crossings seem to have taken between ten and twelve hours, and the Kingussie 
chip shops must have benefited from a sudden burst of trade. A final update will be given in TAC16, and it’s hoped to re-use the small group method 


of mass action in other places at other times. 
gS 


The most immediate spin-off from this whole business has been the coming together of a planning/action group. Initially focussed entirely around 
the Minigaig, thoughts have already tumed to other issues. Over the next few months the group hopes to put into action a project called ‘‘Hillwatch’’ 
- with walkers and climbers asked to regularly complete Hillwatch cards, detailing such things as new fences and tracks, litter left by walkers, 
unnecessary caiming, inaccurate estate signs, etc etc. In other words, a hill monitoring project, with hillgoers completing a card - similar to the MBA’s 
bothy report card - every time they go out. Clearly this requires a fair amount of commitment by all and sundry, but the payoff will be a constantly 
updated overview of what’s good and bad in the Scottish hills, with potential ‘‘hotspots’’ quickly highlighted. The Hillwatch Group - as it’s now called 
- sees at least four distinct benefits from this: (a) creating and maintaining a network of interested, motivated people; (b) empowering and educating, 
such that folk feel they can actually do something about hill problems; (c) information gathering - to be collated into a database, then fed back both 
through TAC itself and, at some stage, via a countrywide handbook; (d) action: once problem spots are noted, the network could get offits collective 
backside and do something. We intend running a pilot project through the next few months, mainly to work out the most effective way to design the 
cards. Anyone interested in taking part - and willing to diligently detail the good and bad aspects of their winter walking - should contact Hillwatch 
at the usual TAC address. Costs will, as ever, be kept minimal: printing and postage only. 


g5 

Elsewhere, brief mention must be made of three concerns: 

1. SCAPA - the Scottish Campaign for Public Angling (see TAC7, pp4-5 for more details) recently held a ‘‘fish-in’’ on the Dee at Crathie, led by 
Denis Canavan MP. This was in protest at harassment of ordinary Scots anglers by the Royal Estate, and at the widespread killing of brown trout 
by ‘‘electro-fishing’’, thus clearing the way for more profitable salmon-only angling. This widespread culling sits uneasily to say the least with Chookie 
Embra’s role as International President of the Worldwide Fund for Nature - but what’s good for the tiger can’t be bad for the trout. SCAPA secretary 
Derek Keith is also currently embroiled in the Court of Session, appealing against a recent decision pertaining to Spey free-access fishing. Anyone 
interested in hearing more about this should contact either TAC or SCAPA direct: 18/5 Restalrig Drive, Edinburgh. EH7 6JS. 


2. We’ve been informed of plans to erect walker-unfriendly signs in the area bounded by the A86, A82, Glen Nevis and Loch Ericht. Apart from 
being intrusive, these will ask walkers to remain on ‘‘recognised hill tracks’’. The brainchild of the Mid-West Association of Highland Estates, they 
are part-funded by, wait for it, Scottish Natural Heritage. So what’s new? 


3. SNH funding has also been sought by the Four-Wheel Drive Association, a bunch of heavy-duty joyriders currently engaged in reducing the 
Corrieyairack to rubble. Hopefully more on this next time. 


Mountaineering Melodies No.11 


You ask me where to begin 

Am |! so lost in my sin? 

You ask me where did | fall? 

I'll say | can’t tell you when 

But if my spirit is lost 

How will | find what is near? 
Don’t question I’m not alone 
Somehow III find my way home... 


I'll find my way home. Jon and Vangelis. 1981 


Eternal optimists, these guys. Reality suggests they've about as much hill-sense as a pair of fenceposts. Let's 
consider the evidence: (i) the longhaired twosome appear not to know from which car park to set off; (ii) they 
promptly lose their way - unsurprising given (i) above; (iii) they’re lucky to survive a fall down some undescribed 
slope; and (iv) they then make weak excuses about how much worse it would had been had they been alone. 
Surely the only method of finding a way home after all this is with the help of the local Mountain Rescue Team. 
In the case of Jon Anderson this is to be expected, the former Yes frontman having spent his formative years 
wandering stone circles reading aloud from Tolkein. But the little-known hillwalking side to the Big Greek meant 
he ought to have known better. Anyone familiar with the SMC Journal Munro-Compleationists list will be aware 
of two numbers left nameless. No.276 was chosen to represent “The Unknown Munroist” - ie those who couldn't 
be arsed submitting their names - whilst 666 was also omitted, out of superstitious prurience. But what, pray, 
has this to do with Vangelis Papathanassiou? Simple. Firstly, he’s the “composer” of the crap BBC snooker 
music, entitled “To the Unknown Man”. And during his less-than-legendary liaison with fellow Big Greek Demis 
Roussos - in a band called Aphrodite’s Child - they released an album entitled “666”. But then SMC members, 
secret or otherwise, never were that good when it came to actually climbing hills... 


The Curious Affair of the Grey Man of Ben Macdui... 
(as related to Jack Reilly) 


The story so far: ace Victorian sleuth Sherlock Holmes and his perennial sidekick Dr Watson have 
received a letter from famous mountaineer Sir Hugh Munro. The latter, urgently needing to speak with 
them on some matter pertaining to the Cairngorm’s highest peak, arrives, tired and emotional, at the 
rooms of 221B Baker Street... 


Sir Hugh began at once his most singular narrative, which I took down in note format the time ofhis telling, and from which 
notesI am now able to refer for my own convenience, and for the benefit of my readership. However, Ineed no such memory 
aids toremind me of the haggard features of our most curious visitor; nor do Ineed to bereminded of the awful grimace which 
spread across that unfortunate individual’ s countenance at the shrieking storm which smote the building every so often with 
violent gusts of wind. These memories remain with me forever; indeed they are branded into my brain as with the glowing iron 
of the shepherd who stamps his name into the hides of sheep and cattle. They have not faded with the passage of time, and yet 
nineteen years have passed since the events of which I now write took place. Let the narrative begin in earnest therefore. 
Sherlock Holmes was seated in his favourite armchair, across from 
Munro who sat somewhat bedraggled on the edge of the sofa. I had 
replaced the poker by the fireside, and nowresumed my position at the 
desk, where nothalf an hour earlier [had been engaged in my studies on 
the latest treatise on jungle fever. 

“Mister Holmes,” began our visitor, “Iam ataloss to know quite where 
to begin explaining whathas brought me from Scotland to your living 
quarters in the very heart of London. ButperhapsifImay, Ican inform 
you of my presentengagement which is of paramountimportance and 
may not be discussed outwith these four walls.” Here he paused and 
briefly turned towards me before returning his attention to the great 
detective. Holmes simply fixed him with a steely gaze, and in a quiet 
but decisive voice, proceeded to admonish our visitor. 

“Restassured Mister Munro, that Dr Watson may be trusted implicitly 
with whatever confidence you would bestow upon me. Therefore, Imust 
ask you not to insult his intelligence by suggesting anything to the 
contrary!” And leaping from his armchair, Holmes crossed the floor in 
a single bound, where he now stood with the door flung open, thus 
allowing our visitor the opportunity to leave if he so chose. However, 
Munro only shookhis head. 

“That will not be necessary Mister Holmes, for I have not come the 
length of Britain for nothing”, and turning to mehe nodded in solemn 
apology, which I acknowledged accordingly; Holmes immediately 
resumed his judicial posture on the armchair. 

“Very well then gentlemen, I will explain the facts as they occurred at the time. However, you should first be made aware 
of the situation in Scottish mountaineering at present. Certain colleagues of mine would have me believe that there are only 
thirty or forty mountains in Scotland which exceed the height of three thousand feet. Gentlemen, this theory does not agree 
with my personal observations, which suggest to me that there are perhaps three hundred such mountains, not thirty as was 
initially proposed.” Here, Munro paused briefly to partake of a marmalade scone, a tray of which had arrived in our rooms 
courtesy of Mrs Hudson. 

“May I congratulate you on your baking Madam,” said Munro, wiping the crumbs from his beard, “these scones are very 
excellent!” 

At this, Mrs Hudson let out a jolly wheeze in appreciation of our visitor’s remark, and looked set to engage him in earnest 
conversation on cookery and other such trivia. To my horror, Holmes reached into his dressing gown and withdrew hisrevolver 
which he pointed in our landlady’s direction. 

“T will count to five Mrs Hudson,” said he, notunpleasantly, “and if you have not leftus by that time, I will open fire. Do you 
understand what I say?” 

It seemed our unfortunate landlady had no choice but to go quietly. 

“Really Holmes!” said I when Mrs Hudson had pulled the door shut on her way out. “Was that necessary?” I could not believe 
my friend would ever wish to harm our dear landlady in sucha violentmanner. Afterall, who would bring me fresh kippers every 
morning for breakfast in future? However, my outburst was merely rewarded with a blank stare from Holmes, who returned 
his attention to our visitor. 

“Get on with itMunro,” said he, somewhat absently. Icould tell Holmes was becoming bored again, and his occasional glances 
toward the mantelpiece above the fire meant one thing: that he was contemplating the effects of the needle, for there it lay 
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in its velvet case, waiting to unleash morphine into the great detective’s veins. 

“And you needn’t worry Watson, I have no intention of resorting to the needle” said he, although Ihad given no indication of 
my inner thoughts. 

“Gentlemen! boomed our bearded visitor, somewhatimpatiently; and then somewhat more sheepishly at Holmes’ malignant 
stare, “If I may be allowed to continue?” A violent gust of wind roared in the chimney, which made him cringe with fear. “I 
am hereto seek your assistance on a serious matter Holmes. Now sir, do Ihave your attention? Very well then. As Ihave said, 
Ido notagree with the theory that there area mere thirty or so Scottish mountains which exceed the elevation of three thousand 
feet. Indeed, I said as much to Professor Martin Eden, the fool who made the original statementat our last dinner in Edinburgh. 
Now, as soon as I made my contrary statement to the effect that Eden was in error, the entire company at the banquet went 
completely silent. It was as if the gauntlet had been thrown down and the challenge offered in front of thirty witnesses. 
“Munro, you are a bigger fool than I had at first thought!” said Professor Eden, “But please gentlemen, let us not resort to 
bickering between mountaineers. Indeed, letus instead make a wager. Ihave stated, correctly I believe, thatin Scotland there 
are no more than thirty mountain peaks which rise above three thousand feet, but this fool Munro has disagreed with me by saying 
I am wrong, and that there are indeed perhaps three hundred!” At this mocking tirade from Professor Eden, my fellow 
mountaineers began to jeer at me, calling me many names which] do notcare to repeat. Suffice itto say that my cheeks began 
to burn with shame at their mockery. And then Mr Holmes, I made ablundering mistake, for in my embarrassment! shouted 
above the laughter, “Damn the lot of you!” and once again silence settled around the table. Levelling my finger atEden who 
sat across from me with a sneer on his features, I said “Very well sir, a 
wager itshall be! A thousand pounds says Ican prove that there are indeed 
agood deal more than thirty three-thousanders in Scotland, that there are 
in fact closer to three hundred of them!” 

“Therefore Mister Holmes, the challenge was made. Eden fumbled in 
his trouser pockets and presently withdrew apurse of money, which he 
flung onto the table. “A thousand pounds says you are wrong sir!” Now, 
although I was angry and embarrassed by Eden’s taunts, [quickly began 
to realize that I didn’t have the thousand on me. I therefore wrote a 
statement to the effect thata thousand pounds would be made available 
to Eden if I were proved wrong, and this statement I handed to the 
gentleman who sat next to Eden, who appeared to behis close friend for 
there was much secret talk going on between them. Atthis, Istormed out 
of the dining hall with venison fat streaming down my face and the front 
of my waistcoat, forin my haste to leave [had forgotten the presence of 
the waiter who stood behind me with a tray of juicy venison steaks. 
“Secretly, [was ashamed of myself, for I knew the thousand would be 
difficult to raise; indeed, the only way for me to do it would be to take 
out a mortgage on my dear Lindertis estate, which I was loath to do. 
However, my anger boiled over because of this Martin Eden fellow, and 
Iamsad to say it gotthe better of me, and in such astate of high emotions 
Iraised the thousand by putting my beloved family home in the hands of 
the bank managers! 

“Nevertheless, I knew what sort of challenge lay before me: I would 
require ahorse, arucksack, an aneroid meter, akiltand my pipe, and thus equipped I would set off into the Highlands of Scotland, 
in order to establish beyond any reasonable doubt my belief that there are indeed around three hundred mountains which exceed 
theelevation of three thousand feet! And now Mister Holmes, if I may trouble you fora glass of brandy, for my throathas become 
parched somewhat.” But his question went unanswered. “Mister Holmes?” 

Unfortunately, Holmes had apparently dozed off, much to the annoyance of Munro, whohad spenta good fifteen minutes outlining 
his narrative. Admittedly it wasn’ta very singular narrative: after all, wagers made in anger and frustration were nothing new 
tome, but Holmes mighthave at least had the decency to stay awake while Munro was speaking. The latter’ s face had instantly 
turned black with rage at this apparent insult to his flow of capital talk, and from his suitcase he withdrew the most enormous 
elephant rifle I ever saw, and pointed it at Holmes’ head. 

“A glass of brandy if you please Mister Holmes! No Dr Watson, place your hands on the desk where! can see them and please 
remain seated, otherwise your friend will be shot through the brain, mark my words sir!” Clearly, we had in ourrooms amadman 
of the worst sort, andI could only marvel at Holmes’ earlier deduction that Munro was apsychotic; here indeed was the evidence! 
For only amadman would appear calm with sudden outbursts of violence such as this. | would have to talk him into placing 
his rifle on the floor before he decided to shoot Holmes. Apparently, my friend was ina deep sleep, for he had not yet woken, 
despite the volume of Munro’s outburst. 

“Trepeat, Mister Holmes, will you pour me a glass of brandy? Ah, you think I won’t shoot?” And to my horror, he pulled the 
trigger. 

Instantly Holmes’ head disintegrated in the blast from the rifle. As the smoke dissipated, I stared in disbelief at the headless 
corpse which had been Sherlock Holmes only moments before. I was grief-stricken, to say the least. Then I became outraged 
at this Munro fellow, and made to grab the rifle which had wrought such instant destruction on my friend. 


To be continued... 
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OFF-TRACK MADNESS 
by David McVey 


Like confusion between Scotland central defenders and the BBC’s refusal to make another 
Dr Who, bulldozed roads in the hills are a long-established nuisance. Wilderness quality is 
spoiled forever simply because a landowner isn’t prepared to walk as his fathers did when 
determined to nuke some birds or deer. Until recently no planning permission at a// was 
needed for these monstrosities, and is now only required for high-level routes. Even so, the 
rate of new desecrations is not abating. | recently noticed a hideous new scar on the slopes 
of Beinn Chaorach near 
Tyndrum, and quite horribly, an 
extension of the older track up 
Gleann Casaig which now goes 
right up to the Benvane-Ben Ledi 
ridge at Stuc Dubh - well over 
2000ft. They did get planning per- 
mission, didn’t they, Central Re- 
gion? Why? 
In my article on the Campsies 
(TAC11), | pointed out the new 
danger of tracks beaten by all- 
terrain vehicles; discreet where 
they go over firm grass or 
heather, peatier ground gets 
churned up as if sumo 
OF COURSE WE § mudwrestling had taken place 
: PANNING), Z\j_ there. Noplanning permission is 
) PERmussion! “ys needed for these tracks, how- 
AL detained ©) YN ever high they go. 

? H Or at least so it seemed - | can 
report some hopeful news. It all 
bs began in the Monadhliath; | like 
<asteee these rolling, curlew-crying hills, 
pte ad ‘ their sense of space, loneliness 
LAAAA-AAND:! Fi) and lack of crowds. | set off to 

AZ climb Carn an Fhreiceadain 
(Freaky Dane for short) above 
Kingussie, planning to reach it by 
the old estate road from Pitmain Lodge, returning by another old track on the lower slopes of 
neighbouring Beinn Bhreac. 

After it crosses the Allt Mor the track becomes a newer bulldozed road which | was glad to 
escape and move onto the open hillside. Approaching the summit! noticed a broad, scarred 
line of ruts and ridges running from further along the bulldozed track. It was the trail of 
countless all-terrain vehicles, which had churned the sensitive summit area upside-down 
wherever they touched. | continued along the ridge to Beinn Bhreac, andthe tracks came too. 
On the south face of Bhreac they had ripped off all the vegetation, leaving a gravelly scar wider 
than the AQ, all the way down to the old estate road. 

So many landed proprietors are quick to jump on any instance of vandalism or damage 
caused by hillwalkers, so | was furious that an estate should have so desecrated the land they 
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claim to protect. | wrote to the planning department in Kingussie, and they replied stating that 
no planning application had been submitted, but as the track was formed by use and not 
actually engineered, there seemed little they could do. They were, however, seeking legal 
advice. 

| also wrote to Scottish National Heritage, explaining the damage caused, and the apparent 
loophole which allowed it to happen unchecked. They replied stating that they shared my 
concern, but “...the area you mention is not a designated area and therefore the estate owner 
is within his rights...”. With typical toothless public body complacency, | was advisedto contact 
the estate myself! What are SNH staff paidfor? 

Then came the good news; the planning department wrote to me again; their solicitor felt that, 
because vegetation-covered hillside had been denuded, there may be a case for planning 
permission being required. The estate had been asked to apply for it. That was at the end of 
May, andI’m still waiting to hear more. It’s allcome a bit late for Freaky Dane and Beinn Bhreac 
(I’m sure the damage is irreparable), but at least there is a ray of hope for the future. 

The lessons to be learned? Keep your eyes open whenever you are in the hills, local ones 
or further afield. If you see any newtracks, or work in progress, don’t turn a blind eye. Contact 
the relevant Planning Department, and remember, the track need not have been actually 
engineered. If rich landowners will not protect the land they have grabbed, we had better 
become its guardians ourselves. 
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Chris Cant's Inaccessible Pinnacle, bearing in mind today’s 
Access problems: landowners don’t take all major 
Great Cockup credit cards. 
I suppose a few modern hill names might be: 
Ben Coniferous Struggle 


Harangued by the TAC editor, Iam again forced 


to ruminate on sleeping issues... Ben and Gone 

Ben Forbidden 
Getting to sleep can be tricky. I have heard that Sgurr Mish with Landowner 
some contemplate their next Munro, E3 or what- Stac Em High Sell Em Cheap 
ever. Me, I stray further... wondering what would Loch Roineabhal 
happen if walkers had to make up names for the Mount Keen Bagger 
hills in the same way that climbers name their Glas Oui Jan 
routes. The names of rock climbs range from the Carn Eige onA9 
plain boring Route One, through names of pop Ben Johnston 

or Stob Me Toe. 


songs, to the clever Kipling Groove (Ruddy Hard) : — 
andeven the downrightracist. Nottomentionthe We might walk through the Minimum Pass to 
excessive Mohammed the Mad Monk from ¢ampby Loch Stockand Barrel or Loch Stein. Up 
Moorside Home for Mental Misfits. in Coire Feargach we might come across a Tick 
Insect. It is a bit surprising that we do not have a 
Beinn Winnie Mandela. Has anyone else any 
other suggestions? 

Needless to say, the Plain Albions take the biscuit, 
naming one of their hills Great Cockup. 


one 


Of course the hills were named some time ago, 
given an air of respectability by being unpro- 
nounceable to anyone south-west of Kyleakin. 
(OK, I know most Gaelic teachers live in Glas- 
gow.) A little penetration reveals that they have 
translations such as Red Lump, Eagle Ridge, etc. 
Meall an Suite sounds like ‘‘Meal and Sweetie’’ - 
nice. Some names are economical with the truth, 
eg thatfather of all hills, Devil’s Point. Why is the 
motherly Pap or Cioch alwaysin the singular? The 
Arrochar Alps have been mentioned in earlier : 
issues of TAC. One name seems ahead of its time: i ie 


The Einich Pine 


Derry Lodge (Ruined and Regained) Softshafts ofeveningsun 
backlightthe lone pine 
Inside it's steam, fug and smelly primus. inafield of heather 
Does she, doesn'tshe anddoes it matter? atthe edge ofthe stones. 
Petty quibbles andbarbedremarks 
Vainglonioustalkcoversingloriousinadequacies Thispinestandsalone 
Andthekettleneedsfilling...... itselfcomplete 
notstriving, justbeing. 
Outside is coldclear, the Luibabbles by, Ancientpeace. 
Cold shock ofwater onhands, 
Pinpoint stars ina dark sky Andpinesstand 
Andtheslighteststirinthe pines forwnat should have been left 
Ofacleansingwind. andwhatmightyetbe. 
Sooo Pines andpeace growslowly. 


WALKING TYPES: No.9 
The Hi-Tech Athlete 


The South Shiel Ridge should be savoured. That’s what you’re thinking as you flop down next to the cairn on Maol 
Chinn-dearg. You’ve savoured it so much already that you’re an hour behind Naismith’s bloody Formula, but the thighs 
are protesting mightily, so savouring is the order of the day. From the way your calves have turned to chewed string, 
you know it’s going to be a long, evil leg-wobbler of a trek down the brae into the glen at the end of all this. But ‘‘sufficient 
unto the brae is the evil thereof”’, as it says in the Bible, and now it’s time for a wee seat, a look at the view, and a cheese- 
and-pickle sandwich to celebrate the half-way point. 

He surges on to the summit so quickly and unexpectedly that you almost drop your Im Bru. He’s very brown and not 
out of breath at all. He’s wearing a muscle T-shirt and cut away shorts, Rolex on the left wrist, Indian beads on the right. 
Green light-weight boots with a famous label on them, and an anatomical frame rucksack which weighs about four ounces 
and costs slightly more than your car. 

This rucksack contains wonders. A combined compass, clinometer and altimeter. A tent made from mylar which weighs 
two pounds including poles, and which just hugs the ground harder in a high wind. Packets of low-residue astronaut 
food which let you camp out for a week without having a single bowel movement. (Yeah, well, I can do that anyway.) 
Waterproofs personally signed by Chris Bonington. 

He doesn’t sit down. Just gives you a nod and strolls once round the cairn with his hands on his hips, looking at the 
world and letting the world look at him, and then he’s gone, jogging a bit on the downhill path. 

He’s cut the handle off his toothbrush to save weight, and he’s strip-cut all his maps so that they only cover about a 
mile either side of his route. Man, if he gets lost, he’s going to be lost. 

It’s really a shame that so much good gear has been wasted on such a complete plonker. 


GRANT HUTCHISON 


The following is an extract from the new "Wild ‘n’ Dangerous" equipment catalogue. 
Readers in Scotland will not be familiar with the "Wild ‘n’ Dangerous" name, but they 
are well advertised in the south, near their head office in Cheltenham. 


GORETEX SPECTACLES: Now, with the new “breathable” lenses on the market, misted- 
over vision can become a thing of the past. No more the excitement of wondering how close 
you are to the cliff edge, or finding that the rock you are about to tread on turns into a ptarmigan. 
Recommended retail price £120-£140 


INFLATABLE BOTHY: Lined with goretex, the inflatable 
bothy provides state-of-the-art protection from the mountain 
elements. It can be used anywhere, although the makers 
recommendit be erected as close as possible to an existing 
bothy to avoid confusion in the selection of a suitable site. 
The inflatable bothy weighs no more than alarge canvas tent, 
andcomes inthree colours selected after extensive market 
research on the streets of London: fluorescent pink, dayglo 
orange and luminous yellow. 

RRP £250 


VIDEO GUIDEBOOK: Experimental format of the bestselling “Munros” by the SMC. For 
those who have difficulty visualising terrainfrom maps, the video guide will come in very handy 
-as well as showing exactly the correct route up the mountain, what to look out for, and the best 
places to park. 

RRP £13.99 


GUIDEBOOK HOLDER: A useful watertight metal container to carry all those essential 
guidebooks. Also doubles as a fireplace for inflatable bothies. 
RRP £19.99 


ANTI-BALL CRAMPONS: The anti-ball cram- 
poncomes fitted with a gas-filled rubber bag in 
the space directly beneath the centre of the foot. 
On taking pressure off the foot, the rubber bag 
expands, expelling any snow or turf from the 
crampon. Users should beware of inadvertently 
puncturing their rubber bags with their crampon 
points, entailing an immediate and potentially 
disastrous loss of anti-ball characteristics. 
RRP £49.99 


ROCK AXE: Anew, diamond drill-tipped axe, very useful for doing those routes otherwise too 
difficult to contemplate. Rock crampons, however, are still a few years away from the shops. 
RRP £70-£80 


SENSE OF ADVENTURE: Most people already possess a small amount of sense of 
adventure, that most essential of items to take to the hills. However, being free, itis possible 
to purchase as much sense of adventure as you wish - and, best of all, almost any other 
equipment you then purchase becomes superfluous! See you in the hills! 


Dear TAC, 


Another fairly mundane and routine 
weekend. Drive across to Torridon on 
Friday evening, nip up Sgorr Ruadh in 
the morning, pop up to Sutherland for 
a quick jaunt up Ben Klibreck. Next, 
down the road a bit to Glenfinnan. 
Fight my way through the rampant 
midges and mist to the top of Sgurr 
Thuilm on Sunday morning and then 
drop in past Carn a ‘Chlamain in Glen 
Tilt on the way back to town for the 
third soaking of the weekend (it was 
clear on Klibreck). 

On sorting through the bills and other 
trivia which have accumulated behind 
the door during my absence I find the 
next eagerly awaited issue of TAC. 
What do I find? Not only have I been 
in the presence of acquaintances of 
Your Greatnesses but you also cor- 
rectly predict that I am due to go back 
to Skye next weekend. I am in awe of 
your perspicacity and will overlook 
the minor quibbles that I have only 
done the round twice before and that 
I was on Mhic Choinnich on the 25th 
May, not in June. 

Incidentally, if you think this ploy is 
daft, how about playing football in the 
dark at Derry Lodge with a luminous 
ball, taking golf clubs into the Cairn- 
gorms for a hole or two in the evening, 
etc? 


The Sic Munroist 
The Bothy 
Somewhere in the Granite City 


PS - Ifyou want, I can let you have a list 
of my excursions so far with dates, to 
see if there have been any close 
encounters with Your Greatnesses. 


Ed. - Spooky. We reckon you should 
go for the Alpine 4000ers next. A 
worry has arisen however. What effect 
do height changes such as those de- 
tailed by Alan Blanco on p3 have en 
such ventures? Do you have to start 
all over again on discovering that 
Binnein Beag is suddenly higher than 
Carn na Caim? 


Dear TAC, 


Down here on Albion’s Plain where 
there is nothing better to do, I am 
compiling a lexicon of esoteric words 
found in mountaineering literature. 
This project is being funded by the 
Sassenach Word Spotting Society 
(SWOSS), a learned society dedicated 
to the detection, discussion and 
expression of recondite lexicology, 
neology and linguistic hermeneutics. 
In turn, SWOSS is supported by a 
grant from the EC’s Cultural Heritage 
Fund. 


we 


As a recent subscriber to TAC, may I 
take this opportunity to thank Gordon 
Smith for his magnificent contribution 
of no less than three new entries to my 
lexicon in his article ‘“Slovenian Rhap- 
sody’’ (TAC13). Crepitus is now in its 
rightful place preceding crepuscular, 
stertorous immediately follows sten- 
torian and erubescence nestles in close 
proximity to excrescence, one of a host 
of contributions from my most prolific 
mountaineering word-spotter, a Mr 
WA Poucher of Reigate Heath, Sur- 
rey. 

Readers of TAC may be interested to 
hear that based on my most recent 
research the frequency of esoteric 
words in TAC far exceeds that found 
inmore meretricious publications such 
as Climber & Sleepwalker, The Great 
Outboors and High There! 

Long may TAC’s lexicological fecun- 
dity continue! 


Yours punctiliously, 

S.Johnson 

Bonmot 

Cheshire 

E27 aa ese 
Dear TAC, 


Congratulations on your publication, 


pity Rennie McOwan couldn’t have 
reviewed it more imaginatively in his 
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recent SoS column. 

Prompted by your spotlight on ‘“Walk- 
ing Types’ ’, I came across two particu- 
larly interesting characters on a recent 
sojourn with my oldmucker HWA - hill 
walking Alistair (surely Hillwalker 
With Attitude? - hip Ed.) in the North 
West Highlands. 

Following a strenuous Sunday on 
Slioch we decided to cool things down 
somewhat with a Monday half day 
scramble on that Coigach delight Stac 
Pollaidh. On reaching the saddle I 
pulled out my meticulously wrapped 
Jarlsberg sandwiches feeling sure I 
would have them to myself as HWA 
revealed on the ascent that he would 
never again use anything Norwegian 
because of their scant regard for the 
endangered whale. Just as the distinc- 
tive Scandinaviansmoked aroma wafted 
temptingly towards HWA’s nostrils, a 
home counties screech greeted us from 
the bottom of the East Buttress. 

This attractive (don’t be lookist - PC 
Ed.) middle-aged creature complete 
with Flora McDonald skirts was 
indeed an oddity. Stockbroker hus- 
band trailing lovingly behind, we did 
not detect too much hill walking expe- 
rience, but what she lacked in ‘‘hill 
will’’ she sure made up for in opinions 
on this wonderful country of ours. We 
should not be improving our roads, we 
should not be creating employment by 
encouraging inward investment (she 
had just returned from Harris), and we 
should all go back to living off the land. 
After all, it would be a lot better for us, 
King William of Prussia and Queen 
Victoria put their faith (and other 
things) in well built Highlanders reared 
in. unforgiving circumstances. We 
munched quickly, forgetting the poor 
whale, and bid our goodbyes. Beware, 
fellow walkers, this creature ‘‘Flora 
from Farnham’’. 

Having slogged into Suilven and 
hopped up Ben Hope, it was time to 
tackle the highlight of our short week 
with the ascent of An Teallach. Here 
on the return traverse of Glas Mheall 
Liath we met our second character - 
**Sod the Book’’. He sped past us at 
full throttle pausing only briefly to 
inspect our greying attire. His ruck- 
sack had flown SAS (what, it was full 
of bombs and cheesewire? - Ed.), he 
scoffed at Poucher, and he walked 
alone. Within no time at all he had 
disappeared over Glas Mheall Mor, 


and we were left to descend the con- 
ventional route taking with us the 
memories of a marvellous Scottish 
mountain week in May. 


Yours, 
Ken Forrest 
Bearsden 


a ee ee 
DearTAC, 


I have never read your magazine be- 
fore, so I was interested to get a com- 
plimentary copy last week. Actually it 
was not a complimentary copy at all, 
very uncomplimentary I thought. (See 
TAC14, p16) Was it Tom Patey who 
said that it is better to be misquoted 
and misrepresented than missed out 
altogether? I forget, but as far as I am 
concerned you can miss me out alto- 
gether, particularly as you seem un- 
able to distinguish fact from fiction. 
While you were planning your Mass 
Walk, which I am glad to see you have 
abandoned, I and a few others were 
tackling the matter of the Minigaig in 
a more diplomatic way. The satisfac- 
tory outcome of our efforts tell me 
something about which method is more 
effective. 

You credit me with more influence in 
the SRoWS than I would even pretend 
to. As chairman I have no jurisdiction 
over the Society, however it is well 
known among my fellow-directors that 
I have no enthusiasm for Large Group 
walks. However, we are a democratic 
organisation, and if other members 
want them, so be it. I personally have 
never organised nor taken part in such 
awalk. 

Your suggestion that guidebooks and 
their authors prompt Mass Walks up 
the hills is laughable; nothing that I 
have seen in the last decade bears it 
out, but I don’t climb Ben Lomond 
very often. You are the only proposer 
of a Mass Walk in the Scottish hills 
that I know of at present, and fortu- 
nately you have had second thoughts. 
As for your idea that I am a heidjin in 
the SMC, that’s a joke too, as any 
member would tell you. 


Yours etc, 
Donald Bennet 
Bearsden 


Dear TAC, 


Like your erstwhile correspondent Phil 
Stacey (see TAC6, p13), I recently 
devoted most of one Sunday to the 
News of the World and Toffee Crisps, 
before realising at about 6pm that I had 
just about enough time to romp up Ben 
A’an and so appease Calvinist guilt at 
my slothfulness. 

The Metro was lying out in the street 
like a killer in the sun awaiting my call. 
Its mighty one litre engine roared into 
life and I was soon under the Clyde en 
route to the Duke’s Pass. Imagine my 
disappointment, therefore, when 40 
minutes saw me no further afield than 
Bearsden. 

The planners have a lot to answer for. 
Why oh why didn’t the splendid chaps 
who gave us the M8 motorway cut a 
swathe through the unsightly sub- 
urbs of Bearsden and Milngavie as 
well? Perthshire and Loch Lomondside 
are fed by pulsing arteries out of Glas- 
gow, but the Trossachs and all that 
Rob Roy shitcrap have the bloody 
varicose veins of the A809 and A81 - 
all fake art deco houses, Roman bath 
houses, masonic golf clubs and Gym- 
khana fields. The bloody residents 
crawl along in their 4x4s, avoiding sub- 
jecting Verity and Farquhar to toomany 
G-forces before dropping them at their 
private schools. Bulldoze the lot of it I 
say. 


Yours irately, 
Ewan McShanks 
Nitshill 


Ed. - I heartily agree - but where the 
hell is ‘‘Loch Lomondside’’? 


Dear TAC, 


Students of the SMC controversy may 
be interested in the accompanying 
photograph (specially enhanced by 
our unique "Swan-scan" process" - 
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Ed.). This clearly marked "Corbett 
Centre" is indisputably in the South 
Kessock area of Inverness, at 
NH658466. 


Yours, 
Prof David W Summers 
Inverness 


PS - Photo of a Boring Square also 
included. Could you print it in full 
colour please? I’m afraid I’ve forgot- 
ten where I took it. 
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Site of Special Scientific Interest 


Site of No Scientific Interest 
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Dear Sirs, 


Grateful as I was to encounter your 
detailed exegesis on the unjustly ne- 
glected matter of hillwalking-related 
Percies (see TAC 14, pp10-11), it was 
with growing astonishment that I 
searched in vain for even the slightest 
reference to two of my own all-time 
"Top Ten". How could you possibly 
avoid mention of Sir Edmund Percy 
Hillary, conqueror of Everest, and of 
the equally stately Hill of Persie, soar- 
ing 1466ft above Kirkmichael. Even 
Alan Dawson, in his worthy tome The 
Percies of Britain and their Relatives 
make mention of these, and I am 
shocked to note the slack research 
which led to their exclusion whilst em- 
bracing that cheap imposter and char- 
latan, "Lance Percival". 


Yours &c, 
Sir Hector Persiflage 
Swindon 


Way, way back in the halcyon days of TAC2, 
many nascent TAC readers were quite taken by 
our pioneering questionnaire assessing just how 
sheep-friendly hillgoers are. Having since been 
tempted across the biblical divide to examine the 
ways of the anti-sheep, the goat, we are pleased 
to announce... 


Wildlife corner No.3: 
The Sheep (again) 


1. The wilds of Scotland are a dangerous place, with bears, 
wolves and wildcats roaming in predatory mien. What 
would you use to defend yourself? 

(a) A one foot long stiletto hom of finest ivory like the 
unico 

(b) Two corkscrew, twisting daggers like the onyx 

(c) A curious 360-degree curly horn which points back- 
wards away from your foe 


2. Enzo Ferrari has designed a new car. It is a two-seater 
bullet with 4.7 litre engine, turbocharger, limited slip differ- 
ential and various other things beloved of men with small 
penises. What should Enzo call it? 

(a) The Barracuda 

(b) The Stingray 

(c) The Sheep 


3. Where would you like your pelt to end up? 

(a) Making a floor-length raincoat for Mr Miami Steve Van 
Zandt, to be set off by bandana, shades and unbelievably 
battered Fender Stratocaster 

(b) Making a pair of cowboy boots to be worn by Ms Nanci 
Griffiths as she croons her bittersweet tales of love and loss 
around the world 

(c) Making woolly jumpers and tartan travelling rugs for 
American tourists to buy in the St Andrews Woollen mill 


4. What is your idea of collective behaviour for wild 
animals? 

(a) You are not really one for collective behaviour at all. You 
prefer a lonely life living regally on a crag from which to 
survey the glen, occasionally swooping on a hapless 
rodent for tea 

(b) Youare not really one for collective behaviour at all. You 
prefer a lonely life living in the sea, only occasionally 
indulging in collective behaviour when making magnificent 
leaps up waterfalls 

(c) You stand around in large groups munching grass. If 
someone does something particularly stupid, you all follow 


5. The shepherd is gathering you all together for some 
cataclysmic event. It might be the sheep dip or it might be 
worse. You wish to avoid it. What is your course of action? 
(a) Don a false beard and disguise 

(b) Hide in the furthest corer of the pen keeping quiet 
(c) Jump on top of another sheep and bleat like mad. He’ll 
never notice you then 


6. Why do you think there is not a sheep stalking season? 
(a) Pretty obvious really. Unlike the deer, the sheep is not 
a wily, quick-witted beast capable of leaping rivers and 
requiring hours of patient stalking 

(b) Pretty obvious really. Unlike the salmon, the sheep is not 
a quicksilver, darting ribbon of energy, requiring patience 
and cunning to net 

(c) Bit of a mystery really. Its head would be a noble sight 
mounted in the gun room of any shooting lodge 


7. The wilds of Scotland are a dangerous place, with bears, 
wolves and wildcats roaming in predatory mien. What do 
you think is the ideal physical make-up to survive? 

(a) To be able to run like the wind and live in a hole where 
no one can get you 

(b) Imperious flying ability, massive, razor-sharp beak and 
sinewy talons 

(c) Short stubby legs and a huge thick woolly coat giving 
an improbably high centre of gravity 


8. What do you think are the big ecological issues in 
Scotland today? 

(a) Over-abundance of deer and the related disappearance 
of indigenous forestry 

(b) Intensive fish farming in the sea lochs, heavy use of 
antibiotics and a disturbance of the natural balance causing 
algae plagues 

(c) None really: there’s plenty grass 


9. You are a world famous golfer. You have won extensively 
onthe US and European tours, made millions in competition 
and even more from merchandising contracts. What nick- 
name would you like from your fans? 

(a) The Great White Shark 

(b) The Golden Bear 

(c) The Sheep 


10. The poet Ted Hughes’ life was a bit of a waste because: 
(a) He expended phenomenal amounts of emotional energy 
in a doomed relationship with Sylvia Plath 

(b) He took the Queen’s Shilling and became Poet Laureate 
(c) He never wrote a poem extolling the predatory skills of 
the sheep 
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For each (a) or (b) score zero. For each (c) score 100. 
Total: 0 - you're no dafter than the rest of us 

100-500 - you probably get agitated in springtime 

>500 - ever feel uneasy when mint sauce is on the table? 
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